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You've Become Siddhartha 


"Why now?" Stone asked as he allowed Jerry to lead him away from the bar. 

"| don't know. | didn't plan it. There have been so many other times over the years, but ~" 

Stone interrupted him. "So many other times?" 

Jerry nodded. "I have been to eighty-three Pearl Jam concerts," he proudly told Stone. 

"What?!" Stone was alarmed. He stopped walking and stared after the blonde. 

Jerry stopped and turned around. "I told you | would always be watching" 

"But „but why? Why would you be that close so many times and never tell me?" 

"| wanted you to live. To have a life. To have your dream. And „because | was afraid you'd ask me to stay’ 


Stone scoffed. "Gee, thanks." 


There was a look of sadness in Jerry's eyes. "It wasn't easy." 
"Good" Stone started to walk again, passing Jerry when his arm was caught. 
"| have rarely held another when | haven't seen your face." 


Stone sighed. He wished there was a way to block the warmth that Jerry's touch gave him. "You know that's a 


line from a song, right?" 
"Is it?" The blonde looked thoughtful. "| must have heard it somewhere. It's a good line." 


"| don't understand you. | never understood you, Jerry. But .." He stopped speaking as he gazed at the blonde's 


questioning expression. 
"But what?" 


"Doesn't matter," Stone replied. He wasn't ready to go there, to admit it. To acknowledge feelings that lingered 
in his heart after all this time. To reopen that wound. "I have to go. My daughter will be back at the hotel by 


now. 
Jerry's smile grew wide. "Vivian Sparks." 

Stone's brow knotted and he frowned. "How do you know her name?" 
"| told you." 

"Always watching. Of course." 

"Yes!" Jerry laughed. "Sparks. | love it. Is it -" 

"Because of that night?" 

Jerry nodded. 

"Maybe." was all Stone would offer on that. 

"I'd like to meet her." 

"| don't think that's a good idea" 


"She isn't actually here, is she?" Jerry moved his thumb over Stone's wrist, subtly reminding him that they 


were still touching. 


"No." Stone pulled his arm away. 

"Then come to my room. Let's talk some more." 

"What is there to talk about, Jerry? Seems like you already know everything." 

"| do. But you don't know about me." Jerry smiled. "| have lived! | have been happy!" 

He knew it was dangerous but Stone followed Jerry back to a small apartment through an iron gate. Inside, 
there were stacks of books everywhere in the small living room/ kitchen combo. On every wall, there were 
original oil paintings of a family of four, a red cat, the obligatory vase of daisies, a bridge over a pond full of 
lily pads. On the mantle, sat a smaller canvas. It was a painting of a man with light olive skin and short, dark- 
brown hair. He had round green eyes and an angular nose. Stone stared at it for a long time. It looked exactly 
like he did the last time he saw Jerry. 

"That's you," Jerry quietly told him. 

"| guessed that. You live here?" 

"No, just passing through." 

“But all this ..2" 

Jerry shrugged. "Most of it stays here. | take you with me wherever | go." 

Stone held up the worn copy of The Heart Is A Lonely Hunter. "I take you with me wherever | go." 

Jerry laughed delightedly. He went to reach for Stone again, but this time, the guitarist moved away. 

"So, what else have you been doing when you're not following me or painting?" 


"Healing people." 


"Of course. Bringing small animals back to life?" He knew that sounded harsh. He wasn't exactly out to hurt 
Jerry, but Stone couldn't help himself. Twenty years had passed and Jerry was acting like it was nothing at all. 


"A few." 
"Where's Osiris?" 


"He passed away several years ago." 


"Why didn't you bring him back?" 

"It doesn't work that way. It was old age." 

"Ah." Stone walked around, looking at some of the books and other items it seemed Jerry had collected. 

"You are mad at me." 

"lim not mad. l'm just „in shock, | guess. | have so many questions, but you don't do questions very well. | wish 
you never left." Stone closed his eyes and turned away. He gave Jerry his back but continued speaking. "Every 
fucking day of my life, Jerry, | thought about you. | tried to find you, but it's like you never existed. Nobody 

knew who you were." He took his glasses off and swiped at his wet eyes. "| wanted to be angry with you but | 
couldn't. | loved you so much that | was happy for you. Proud of you. For a while, | hung onto your promise. | 
believed you when you said you'd come back." He could feel Jerry moving closer. "But | had to move on. | had 

to stop looking around every corner. When I'd see a red Corvette, my heart would start beating faster. Every 
time | drove by the dockyard, l'd break out in a cold sweat. | loved it and | hated it at the same time. | didn't 

really try to meet anybody else and then Liz came along. | don't even think | liked her very much. She prob -" 
| could not stay, Stone," Jerry murmured as he slid his hand over Stone's shoulder. 

"I know. | get it. | really do. But | wanted you to stay.’ 

With a sad smile, Jerry replied, "There you go again 


"| loved you." He hesitated, taking a breath. "I never stopped loving you. And yes, | wanted you to stay. Back 


then. Now, | see you are better off free." 

"Free." Jerry smiled. He bit his lip as he gazed at Stone. "The first time | saw you after | left was just a few 
months later, at the Moore. | was up in the balcony. You were amazing. | knew then that you were going to be 
okay. So | left Seattle. Sy and | -" 

"Wait. You were still in Seattle after you left me? | mean after you left the warehouse?” 

‘For a little while. Then Sy and | visited my father and | got to know him again. He's in Oklahoma. | go back 
there every so often | saw you play in Texas one year." Jerry went on and on, describing his journey from one 
corner of the globe to the next. The joy and love was apparent in his voice as he told Stone about the people 
he met and the things he learned. 

"Siddhartha," Stone murmured. "You've become Siddhartha" 


Jerry smiled and blushed. "| met someone." 


"Someone special?" 


Jerry nodded. "Even stayed with him for a short time." 
"What happened?" 

"We had a wonderful time. He was very kind and smart." 
"Why didn't you stay with him?" 

‘It was never my intention to stay." 

"Did you love him?" 

"Very much." 

"Did he love you?" 

"Yes, I'm quite sure." 

"He made you happy." 

"Oh, yes." 

Stone couldn't help but smile. "lm glad" 


Jerry stepped closer and wrapped his arms around Stone. For several minutes, the pair clung to each other. 


Stone sniffled against Jerry's white shirt while Jerry tenderly stroked his hair. 
‘lm so sorry to have caused you pain" 


"I think, even though it did hurt, that you did the right thing. | was not yet a man who could fully appreciate 


you, even if | had fallen so hard” 
Not yet a man who could fully appreciate me," Jerry repeated. "Does that mean you are now?" 
"Id like to think so" 

"| won't ever become someone who waits at home for you. 

"| wouldn't want you to become that 


"| have become so accustomed to coming and going whenever and wherever | choose." 


"Of course.” 
"But | could come to you more often" 


‘I'd like that" Stone grinned and took Jerry's hand in both of his. He closed his eyes as warmth filled his soul 


and made his heart sing. 
"And maybe you could read to me again" 
"I'd love to. In bed?" 


Jerry answered him by kissing his lips. The blonde pulled back and looked as surprised as Stone was. He led the 
guitarist through the apartment, into the bedroom. Jerry sheepishly pushed a few books off the bed and then 
shoo'ed a tall, sleek, grey cat. "Get out of here, Harold” 


As Jerry lay Stone back against the pillows, he smiled, and Stone noticed for the first time how beautifully the 
blonde had aged. His eyes were the exact same shade of blue they were twenty years ago, but gone were the 
fear and loneliness that used to swim through them. Now, Stone saw hope. He saw love. His hands held the 


same mystical power but it seemed tempered now with patience and grace. 


